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of clustered papyri from which emerges a tuft of foliage
which is the capital. There are columns which are verit-
able monuments. When you compare them with the
little Greek columns of the Parthenon or of the Asclepieion,
there is something ridiculous about it. You shouldn't
limit yourself to Egypt, Martet. You ought to see India.
MYSELF : I know.    One should see everything.
CLEMENCEAU : India is something quite insane. You
know that it's not very long since the English forbade the
funeral pyres on which they used to burn widows. But
there still remains the marriage of ten year old children
with men of sixty. On the following day they are in
such a condition that they go into hospital. There is
an American woman who saw that and who exposes its
horrors.
MYSELF : What do you think of the Indian dancing
girls?
CLEMENCEAU : Well, once I came to the outskirts of a
town (I don't know what its name was) on the banks of
some sacred stream or other, and half a dozen very beautiful
women came up and surrounded me. I made signs to
them. I thought that they were like all other women.
The Englishman who was there with me said :
* In heaven's name, I beg of you not to speak to them,'
' Oh ! Why not ? '
* If you speak to them it will cause a terrible scandal.
When you address those women you are disgraced.   It
would be in all of the papers the next day.'
Brr ! I'm terribly afraid of the Little Benaresian and of
the Haidarabad Beacon \ So I had them dance. They
executed a few indifferent steps which reminded me, in a
less exotic way, of the Universal Exhibition of 1878, and I
continued on my way.
MYSELF : You must have met some missionaries out
there also,